PART ONE
FREUD AND HIS FOLLOWERS

CHAPTER I

MEMORIES OF SIGMUND FREUD

IN this chapter I have set down memories garnered
through the thirty years of my closeness to Freud,
years during which his work and his personality
were an invaluable inspiration to me. Many great
minds have cast their influence over me, but none
more lastingly than he. It has been my fortune to
meet many noble figures, and they have meant a
good deal to me. But none meant as much as he,
and no man that I knew was a source of so much
happiness to me.
The memories and impressions recorded here
are largely of personal matters. They dwell on
Freud chiefly as man and scientist, and not on the
substance of his scientific work. My own life work
and my books may testify to what profound effect
Freud's scientific work has had upon me. The
achievements of the disciple are the laurels of the
master.
Moreover, I have no ambition to write a bio-
graphy of Freud. I wish simply to set down certain
impressions of the days when he lived and wrought
good. I hope that in these pages I shall have once
more summoned him up to life through the sorcery
of memory, memory which quickens* the strangely
mingled feelings of joy at having known him and
grief at having him no longer. When I think of him
I feel no definite sorrow, for his death is still too
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